"Oh, do tell me too."
I am sure that if I had mentioned any book more
serious than a detective story or a Denis MacKail the
remark would have dropped into an embarrassed silence,
which the knitters would have hastened to cover up
with saving little straws of gossip. I can hear the com-
ments that would have burst out the moment I had
turned away.
te*rhat Mrs Cousins, a bit odd, don't you thinks
dear ?"
C'I think she reads."
Around them Malaya was insolent in its beauty.
And yet the rest-house gossips had travelled out seven
thousand miles to it, only to rail off a private little
Surbiton or Malvern of their own.
The new life I had hoped for lay between my
silent home and the little Surbiton. I didn't enjoy, in
either of them, anything that could be thought of as
human converse. There was merely a mechanical ex-
change of small numbered counters, which was called
conversation. My past had beea a twisting twilight
journey hemmed in between a maze of blank waU&
Now the one way out had ended in a blank wall as
well. There was a world of emotions within me that
cried out to be expressed: affection and loyalty and
gratitude and dying hope. They must remain silent.
Every day I was meeting with fresh impressions, fresh
colotir contrasts, fresh customs, fresh turns of speech
that I wanted to talk about. There was no one to
whom I could talk, I knew well enough by now what
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